A  VOLUME   OF   OLD   PLAYS

IN his Ballad of the Book-Hunter, Andrew Lang
describes how, in breeches baggy at the knees, the
bibliophile hunts in all weathers :

No dismal stall escapes Us eye ;

He turns (Per tomes of low degrees;
I'here soiled romanticists may lie,

Or Restoration comedies.

That speaks straight to my heart; for of all my
weaknesses the weakest is that weakness of mine
for Restoration plays. From 1660 down to 1710
nothing in dramatic form comes amiss, and I have
great schemes, like the boards on which people play
the game of solitaire, in which space is left for every
drama needed to make this portion of my library
complete. It is scarcely literature, I confess; it is
a sport, a long game which I shall probably be still
playing at, with three mouldy old tragedies and one
opera yet needed to complete my set, when the
Reaper comes to carry me where there is no amassing
nor collecting. It would hardly be credited how
much pleasure I have drained out of these dramas
since I began to collect them judiciously in my still
callow youth. I admit only first editions; but that
is not so rigorous as it sounds, since at least half of
the poor old things never went into a second.
As long as it is Congreve and Dryden and Otway,
7*